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message from Zeus had not fallen on deaf ears. She found Odys-
seus sitting on the shore. His eyes were wet with weeping, ^
they always were. Life with its sweetness was ebbing away m me
tears he shed for his lost home. For the Nymph had long since
ceased to please. At nights, it is true, he had to sleep with her
under the roof of the cavern, cold lover with an ardent dame.
But the days found him sitting on the rocks or sands, torturing
himself with tears and groans and heartache, and looking out
with streaming eyes across the watery wilderness.

The lovely goddess came and stood beside him now. * My un-
happy friend,' she said,(as far as I am concerned there is no need
for you to prolong your miseries or waste any more of your life
on this island. For I am ready with all my heart to help you leave
it. But you must be up and doing. Fell some tall trees for timber,
make a big boat with the proper tools, and fit it with a deck high
enough to carry you across the misty seas. I will stock it myself
with bread and water and red wine, all to your taste, so that you
need be in no fear of starvation; and I'll give you clothing too,
and send you a following wind, so that you may reach your
own country without accident, if it please the gods of the broad
sky, who have more power to plan and to ordain than I have.'

The stalwart Odysseus shuddered at this and spoke his mind
to Calypso. * Goddess,9 he said, * it is surely not my safe convey-
ance but some other purpose that you have in mind when you
suggest that I should cross this formidable sea, with all its diffi-
culties, in such a craft. Even the fastest sailing-ships don't make
the voyage, though they like nothing better than the winds of
heaven. So you can take if from me that I shall not entrust my-
self to a boat, unless I can count on your goodwill. Could you
bring yourself, goddess, to give me your solemn oath that you
will not plot some new mischief against me?'

Lovely Calypso smiled and stroked him with her hand.
* Odysseus/ she protested, * what a villain you are to think of such
a thing to say! It shows the crafty way your own mind works.
Now let Earth be my witness, with the broad Sky above, and
the falling waters of Styx - the greatest and most solemn oath